RALPH    RASHLEIGH
found his way to the shop which he proposed to burgle*
The directions and details given him by his informant proved
correct, and having entered the shop and purchased a small
trinket, he returned to the inn possessed of all the informa-
tion he required for the completion of his plans* He supped
early, paid his bill, and went to bed, leaving instructions
with the landlord that he was to be called at two o'clock in
the morning, at which hour a coach would be due to start
for Portsmouth.
It was a sleety November night, utterly dark, as he walked
throxigh the empty ancient streets to recommence his crim-
inal career. It was such a night as no sane person would
venture out into unless compelled, and Rashleigh reached
the shop without meeting a soul. He set to work swiftly, and
with chisel, brace and bit and hacksaw, removed a panel of
the protecting shutter. Cutting the glass and removing the
wire grating presented no diffkrulty, and he was about to
load himself with booty from the window, when the raucous
voice of a watchman crying the hour gave him pause* He
quickly pinned a sheet of dark brown paper over the panel
opening, and hurried to concealment in an ancient dark arch-
way a few doors from the jeweller's. The inclemency of the
night favoured him* The watchman did his duty faithfully
but swiftly, and observed nothing as he hastened by on his
way back to the warm comfort of the watchhouse. As the
sound of his retreating footsteps grew faint, Rashleigh
returned to the shop, filled his bag, his pockets and his hat
with gold, silver arid gems, and replaced the paper screen
to postpone discovery as long as possible. Thrilled with
success, he made his cautious way to the wood which he had
selected as a hiding-place on the previous day, and buried
his booty carefully, lie then set out to place as long a dis-
tance as possible between himself and Winchester by day-
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